They are Morse! I can tell by the length of their swords-

Oh, no; by their spears and the shape of their shields

They are Normans: the men who stand stiff in the fields

In hedges of battle that no one may turn;

The men who build castles that no one may burn;

The men who give laws to the chief and the kern.

Salt of the earth,

Salt of the sea,

Norman and Norse

And the wild man in me!

The founders of cities,

The takers of fields,

The heroes too proud to wear armour or shields,

Their blood is in you,

As it cannot but be,

0 Townsmen of towns on an estuary!

O clear Swords River that now without noise

Meets in this marvellous equipoise,

O clear Swords River, O let me know

What is it you add to the undertow,

For sight and sound like a bubble tost

On the high tide no more than on ether is lost:

No sight or odour or country sound

Lately reflected or long ago drowned,

But rises again, and as beautiful

As the golden weed when the tide is fall,

Or the clouds that floating becalmed, sublime.

Break out white sails for the azure time.
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